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"You're joking, right?" 


This was probably more of a slight than it should have been, but Robbin couldn't help the wrinkle of his brow 
at the haughty laugh. He'd heard a lot about him, from Nikki, from Stephen, from the somebodies and nobodies 
on the scene. His strengths- vocally, physically, personality- and weaknesses-vocally, physically, personality. 
Nice yowl, awful dye job, stuck up. Horrid voice, nice ass, stuck up. He'd heard all sides before the fateful 
bargain was struck on a boring Tuesday night. 


Now, he clucked his tongue and returned to removing his make-up with his own jar of Vaseline. Didn't trust 
where others’ fingers had been, no matter how well they could play solos on clean steel strings. Robbin couldn't 
say he dug the Goth direction the Crue was going in, but he respected Nikki's vision the same way he'd 
respected Stephen's when he suggested stuffing socks into their spandex. 


Still, he was sad to watch the burgundy disappear from his lips. It had looked kinda weird, something he was 
getting into the more time he spent in the melting pot of headbangers, punks, new wavers and new romantics. 
As a matter of fact, Robbin had never had such strong desires for the same gender until he saw how far 


gender could bend. 


Like him, even with the belch that echoed in the dressing room as he threw on his leather jacket. 


"Well, no. Trust me," Robbin laughed a bit uneasily, especially when he received another irritated glance. "I'm 


surprised he shook on the deal myself." 


He shook his head and wordlessly started his way towards the door out to the parking lot. Shit, why was he 
making this so hard? Granted, being traded like a commodity could be insulting, but Robbin had paid too high a 
price to just stand there! Resolved to get his money's worth, he moved forward and rushed down the stone 
steps just in time to hear the clacks of stacked heels on concrete not too far up the street. 


"Hey! Hey, wait up man!" 


Well over six feet tall and all muscle, Robbin easily weaved his way through throngs of teenagers lazing about 
the sidewalk, but he was somehow faster. Maybe a benefit of having the ability to be rude enough to walk on 
people's spandex legs and between conversations about teasing methods. Even a distant "Ratt N' Roll dude!" 
could not derail Robbin's focus to catch the sprite, pursuing disgust instead of veneration. 


Like a dummy. A big fat dummy. 


"Vince!" 


They were at an intersection, cars backed up in all directions, and a few bystanders turned to look for THE 
Vince Neil, lead singer of the band they were too broke, too young or too late to see that night at the club. He 
finally stopped and turned, blond hitting him in the face with a deep frown planted on it. 


"Stop following me! And stop yelling!" 


‘I'm sorry..l just." Robbin rubbed his forehead, sighing deeply. Christ, Nikki was right. He wouldn't call him "a 
raging hellcat" quite yet, but this was definitely difficult. 


"I just want to talk to you. Man to man." 


Vince glanced around, taking note of the stares and cars finally flying past, and turned on his heel to continue 
on his way. Robbin had to strain to hear his, "Come the fuck on then’, and immediately followed the smaller 
man down the street. He took a few strides to catch up to his quick strut, again straining over chatter and 


honking to hear Vince's hissing. 


"l'm so tired of you assholes thinking you can push me around because you think l'm sort of a dumb blond 


bimbo-" 


"Vince, dude, | don't think that at all-" 


"First Nikki makes me into his bitch, and now he's tricking me out for some goddamn dope?" 


"Vince, he's not tricking you-" 


‘lm not a fag, and l'm not a fucking whore! That bitch-" He hastily motioned at a woman posed beside a street 
lamp, clad in a short hot pink dress, ripped fishnets and thigh high latex boots. Robbin thought her teased 
white blond mane resembled Vince's, but knew it would best not to mention it. "She's a whore. And she 


probably is worth more than a balloon of china white!" 


"Vince!" Robbin stepped in front of Vince, catching him by the shoulders before he could crash into his barrel 
chest. Briefly their eyes met before Vince wrestled away and slammed his hands on his slim hips. They were 

off the Strip and there was a bit more room to breathe and move. The same number of headlights and store 
lights lit the street up in oranges, blues and eye-catching shades of neon, allowing enough illumination for 


Robbin to see a bit of shame in Vince's face. A bit, but enough for concern 


"This is bullshit!" 


Vince ran his hand through the blond absorbing some orange and pink from the lights, eyes jumping from the 
traffic to his pocket to pull out a small packet of white powder. 


Although he had indulged in the very same powder numerous days and nights before, Robbin didn't want to see 
someone like Vince do it, especially not like this. He had the same double standard with Warren, but that was 
because he was the prodigy, the fragile kid who didn't know much other than Marlboros. 


This was Vince, a man well-versed in wine and women, yet somehow..vulnerable standing there, in the leather 
jacket on his small shoulders and heels that marked him as cool, but eyeliner smeared and nose greedily 


inhaling as much comfort as he could. This, he didn't know how to handle. 


"|. not Nikki, Vince." He could write a lyric or two about romancing women, but could barely put together a 
reassuring sentence when faced with a shorter tan blond in the midst of an identity crisis. Now he put his 
hands in his pockets and stared at the sidewalk, as if all the right words would be crawling by and under his 


legs. 


"| would've gave way more than that balloon for a night with you. He..wanted it bad, but | had bought it with 
the only gig money we got that week. We're not on your level yet, to get the money you get. We're getting 
there, but you guys are incredible. You're incredible, and when he said | could spend time with you, | couldn't 


resist, man." 


Vince kept pursing his lips and tapping his foot as he listened, eyes jumping everywhere but to Robbin. When 
the petitioner finished his explanation, he stopped the tapping and sighed. 


Robbin's blue finally caught Vince's brown mid-leap, scanning and wild in that moment. 


"Friday. Nine to twelve." 


Robbin straightened to his full height and Vince stepped back, protective despite Robbin's well-meaning smile. 


"Awesome! I'll pick you up at your place?" 


Rapid head-shaking as Vince bit his lip, moving further backwards. Already withdrawing. 


"No. Meet me at Tower. And don't take me to that apartment with that asshole or l'm leaving then and there." 


Robbin called "Okay! Nine o' clock!" but knew Vince was already trying to forget everything that had just 
happened as he immediately started his way down the street. 


Nikki said he didn’t really have a home now that the Motley House was in the past, skipping from one chick's 
house to the next. Did he have a chick now? Did she know about Nikki? Was Nikki the only one who got Vince, 


and if so, was his selfishness really so easily dissolved by addiction? 


They'd shared girls many times, but Nikki never talked about Vince. The people who wanted to stay unscathed, 
verbally and physically, knew not to touch his 
property. Vince had been offered as a trade, a bargain, diamond for a diamond, a mark of true, trusting 


friendship. Well, a transaction Nikki could control with a time limit. He was well aware of all the men pining for 


his bitch-Robbin hated that title almost as much as Vince-but only trusted Robbin not to betray him. 


He was Warren's first crush, and Stephen didn't have to stuff his pants if he was close by, so what would he 


want with a white trash tramp from Compton like Vince? 


Three hours. Thats all he had, ‘til the stroke of midnight on Swatches everywhere. 


Two 


Robbin knew lead singers were into their looks, but he had to say Vince's use of a knife at Denny's was pretty 
novel. He looked no different than any night on the Strip. The same teased white blond hair falling about his 
shoulders and cheeks. A red leather jacket, alternately revealing and obscuring a mesh shirt he stole from 


Tommy. Black leather pants, a Crue staple, and Capezios, a Vince staple. 
"You look nice." 


He said it genially enough, right? Nothing overtly grasping. Just a compliment. Vince barely managed a "Uh huh", 
still tousling his locks in the knife's reflection and examining his bangs from all sides. Robbin blew some air out 
of puckered lips, tapping his legs as he looked around the restaurant. It was packed with customers, everyone 
from tourists grabbing a late bite to a gang of gangly teenagers all doused in studs and patches for bands 
Robbin had never heard of. 


Of course his food would be slow but after twenty minutes and two full glasses of Coke, the wetness beneath 
his blue collared shirt had gone from slightly damp to Pacific Ocean trying to talk to Vince. Why now? At 
parties, he was too drunk or too high to care about what he said to anyone, especially not to someone in the 


Crue. He was, truly, King. 
But he wanted to be sober the whole night to experience the good without the haze. This good, however... 
"Your hair is really blond. More than mine. What brand do you use?" 


Vince sat the knife down and finally looked at Robbin to reveal what he had feared from the start: Boredom. A 


wall he couldn't mount. 


"Why the hell are we here?" 


Robbin almost choked on his sip of Coke, but luckily the waitress arrived just in time to hand him some extra 
napkins. She smiled when he thanked her with his own smile and deep drawl. 


"No problem sir! Say, you two look like rockers! Are you in a band?" 


"Well-" 


‘lm in Motley Crue. The lead singer." 


Robbin examined at Vince's complete change in demeanor. What was sour became sweet and flirtatious as he 


gave the waitress his most dazzling smile and undivided attention. 


"Oh my God! My big brother loves you guysl He sneaks me into the shows all the time!" 


His smile tilted, along with his head as some wisps of blond fell to the smile’s side. 


"Really? So you're a bad girl, huh?" 


Robbin couldn't get mad because he was too busy trying to figure out why someone he barely knew could get 
so much effort and attention, while someone who was trying to get to know him wasn't worth an ounce of 


even fake cou rtesy. 


The girl finally left, giddy with her first rock star autograph on a napkin, and Vince started on his hamburger. 
Robbin didn't quite have an appetite anymore. 


"What do you mean, why?" 


Between chews, Vice explained, "You want some ass, don't you? | ain't a chick, King. You don't have to weasel 
your way in with dinner, pretending you actually want to talk. Hell, in three hours we could score some blow, 


snort it, and fuck like rabbits until you were done with me. Just like your buddy." 


As his company sucked some ketchup from his fingers, Robbin soaked the information in long enough to string 


together a rebuttal. 


"I told you." Involuntarily he reached out and tapped Vince's chin up to grab his gaze. Instead he pulled away 


viciously and his eyes flew out into the crowd. 


"Don't. Touch me." 


Undaunted by Vince's refusal, Robbin leaned to the side until Vince had no choice but the look at him. "I'm not 
like Nikki. Nikki would've chewed your ear off for flirting with that girl like that. | don't care who you flirt with." 


"Because you know it's your dick I'll be sucking later, not her tits, right?" 


Vince gave a nasty smirk to Robbin's silence; the older man started to finally eat. 
They ate in more silence, a pocket of quiet in a cacophony. God, Robbin needed a drink. He couldn't do this 
sober. Nikki had told him he had to be handled. He couldn't be left to his own devices or he'd walk all over you. 


But he knew that wasn't always true. He had to climb the wall, one way or another. 


"Do you want her?" 


Vince moved his attention from their waitress's rack back to his plate, regretfully. 


"Want who? That kid? No way. She couldn't hang." 


He thought as Robbin took another drink, then knitted his fingers in front of his face as he sought Robbin's 


gaze. Boredom had become grinding gears. 


‘| want a blond with big tits. A slutty one that'll fuck us both. Suck us, and let us fuck her." 


This was it, his chance. He checked a nearby clock. 10. He'd have to move quick before the idea slipped back into 
the oblivion of ambivalence. He smirked. 


"That's why | asked." 


They found a flaxen beauty with dim eyes layered with blue eyeshadow, D-cups highlighted by a strapless 
black satin dress, and legs loose and ready to wrap around the nearest body. Vince wasted no time pushing her 


onto the motel bed and setting to work on unzipping her dress, all while attacking her mouth with his own 


While Vince smeared her pink lipstick, Robbin locked the door and watched them as he started to unbutton his 
shirt. She giggled a lot, something he wasn't sure he liked because it almost seemed like she was laughing at 
this poor excuse for a date. Although, he didn't know many dates that involved a threesome, even for the 
degenerates in LA. 


Her dress was on the floor and her nails clawed at Vince's back as he massaged and sucked on the flesh of 
her breasts, giggling becoming whiny moans. Robbin, unsure how to fit into this ravaging, decided to help Vince 
out of his jacket, at least. He approached slowly, cautiously as he reached around his stomach to start tugging 
down the zipper. Abruptly he parted with the breasts to pull away from Robbin's fingers with a growl. One 


hand resumed grabbing at her breast as the other pulled the zipper the rest of the way down. Ripping the 
article off and tossing it onto the floor, Robbin saw for the first time, really, how well-built Vince was. To be 
so small, yet have those toned arms, and the slope of his back as he moved downward, the way his perky ass 


rose up as he went down. 


Christ, he had to sit. He stumbled back into a seat, still watching the pair as he sank down. One of the dim 
lamps highlighted his pink lips on her brown nipple, the glint of his zipper slipping down in the darkest of 
shadows, his fingers sliding into her. 


Had Nikki ever done that? He seemed like a rough lover, like stretching Vince or anyone would be too much of 
a hassle and considerably less erotic to him than just shoving his dick in there. But then, maybe he liked to 
tease Vince with stretching, with finger fucking until he got bored or his prey stopped putting up a fight and 
started enjoying it too much. That sounded like Nikki too. 


Robbin would never do that. He'd go slow, like Vince now to this girl. A hunger tempered with seduction, 
stopping and starting at enough intervals to get her-him-to fall and say "Yes..yes.yes.." again and again and 
again until Robbin and Vince were one thing. Desire. Or many things. Desire, refusal, hunger. All that mind game 


shit. 


Vince's gaze shifted unevenly to Robbin, mouth still on the woman's breast and cock centimeters from her 


hole. He immediately sprang up and furrowed his brow at Robbin 


"Dude, what the fuck are you doing?!" 


Robbin eyes focused back onto the scene and were shocked to find Vince glaring at him and the girl starting to 
play with herself. Mostly for the glare. 


"Wha-" 


"Why are you sitting there watching and whacking off?!" 


Robbin's regained concentration fell from the hair falling on one side of Vince's wrinkled face to his hand, 
inconspicuously stuck between his pubic hair and cotton boxers. Immediately he yanked the offending apparatus 


out and stammered over an explanation. 


"l-I didn't..." 


"Cut the gentleman crap, King. This isn't some Traci Lords tape in your Betamax." 


Vince moved out the bed with a disgusted huff to pull his jeans back on. Mind reeling, Robbin stood straight 
back up. Stuck with no exit in sight. 


"Vi nce..stay." 


He forgot Vince fed on weakness and rightfully received a snort. The woman stopped masturbating long enough 


to sit up and look around. She seemed between bliss and barf. 


"You're leaving? Nooo, | thought your boyfriend wanted to fool around too!" 
| was almost funny how quickly Vince's faced turned the color of the stiff, burgundy curtains printed with tiny 


triangles. Almost, since it meant the woman was about to get hell handed to her. 


"He's not my boyfriend! I'm not a fairy!" 


The girl giggled with a toss of her Sun-ln hair. "You don't have to be gay to take a dick, honey." 


"Just shut up bitch!" 


Robbin took one step. "Hey, don't talk to her like that." A small timid one, but a step nonetheless. Unfazed by 
Robbin's slow advance, Vince shook his head quickly and grabbed his jacket. 


"Fuck off. | knew you were a fake and | knew this was going nowhere fast. | give you a chance and you turn out 
a pervert like the rest. Great waste of a Friday night." He spat some venom to the girl about her pussy being 


too loose and turned to walk out. Again. 


No, Robbin resolved, not again 


He advanced and before he knew what he was doing, his long legs brought him close enough in time to grab 
Vince's arm roughly and throw him onto the bed. It was so effortless. Both he and Vince had a look of 


incredulity on their faces when they made eye contact, but of course Vince's quickly succumbed to rage. 


"You ass-" 


"Miss, | think you should leave." 


The woman nonchalantly slid out the bed, put her dress and heels back on and accepted Robbin's number as a 
token of appreciation for dealing with Princess Vince. He watched his piece of ass walk out the door in horror, 


flying into full-frontal terrorism. 


"Who the fuck do you think you are?! First you stalk me until | agree to hang out with you, next you ask me 


the most retarded questions, and then when | finally come up with some fun to liven up this crappy night, you 


chase it out! What's your problem?! People rave about how handsome and fucking hot shit you are but you've 
been nothing but a pain in my ass since you told me about your bullshit deal with that son of a bitch! Why 
are you ruining everything? 


Answer me motherfucker!" 


Vince was moving to stand, but Robbin shoved him back onto the bed by the shoulder. Grip tight and still, 
Robbin waited for Vince to stop wriggling and trying to hit him before finally attempting to declaw the aptly 
titled 


hellcat. 


"My problem is that you're in love with Nikki." 


Despite the soft, low voice he said those words in, Vince's anger continued to claw at his morale. 


"Dude, are you high? Did you do some dope before you met me? Because you've got to be trippin’ if you think 


| feel anything more than tolerance of that dickwad, as much as you hang around us. Unless you're just dense.” 


Robbin continued, hold still strong. 


"| was too nervous to shoot Today." Of course Vince rolled his eyes. "And maybe | am dense to still want you 


after you've made it explicitly clear you hate me." 


Robbin was suited in armor but wasn't attacked this time. He cautiously loosened his grip as Vince moved his 


stare from Robbin to the matted green carpet. 


"| don't. don't hate you, Rob." 


"You don't?" 


Quieter than the admission, "No. You annoy me, but | don't hate you." 


"Why do | annoy you?" 


Robbin knew why. He wasn't one for games, but he had to get to Vince, and manipulation was all he knew. 


"You won't tell me what you really want." 


Vince carefully watched the man kneel before him, removing some of the size difference to perpetuate some 
equality in this exchange. Light-colored eyes, even with the shadows created in the dim room, always put Vince 
on edge. Made him alert, constantly self-evaluating. At the same time, the way Robbin was looking at him.. 


"I told you. | just wanted to hang out." 


"But we could do that with the guys. Why did you want to be alone with me? You want sex, right?" 


His teeth dug into his full bottom lip, causing Robbin's own to curl into an involuntary grin 


"Ah, you want me to say | want to fuck you?" 


Vince averted his gaze as a small laugh came out a tad strained. 


| mean, if that's what you want, then | want to know. That's all | ask" 


“All right" 


And now: "I going to fuck your pussy" "Suck me off, bitch" "You're too loose you little whore". Scratches, 
bruises, bites, welts and, finally, a wave of cold to replace the heat following a disgusted yet aroused onceover 
and total exit. That's how it was and how it was always going to be with these men. 


The big, callused hand moving him to face Robbin was the same. Instead of following the script, forming the 
first line of possession, the gentleman Vince had doubted from the start pressed his lips against his. 


Instinctively he shrunk back, bracing himself for an invasive tongue to prod around his mouth. Instead, Robbin 
stroked down on his cheek a bit, calming, and pressed on. What took a minute at the most felt like a lifetime to 
Robbin, a lifetime as a hot shot guitarist first in San Diego then on the Sunset Strip, time spent fucking what 
he could when he could where he could. A lifetime of Stephen continuously coming onto him and not 
understanding the boundaries of work and pleasure, of Warren never even admitting he could like men, 


especially not his partner in crime. 


Vince was none of this, when Robbin pulled away, the kiss never going beyond the touch of lips, his gaze was 


dark with lust and hesitation. 


"That's all." 


Robbin started to stand again, sure that Vince was still too repulsed to act on the desire he observed. He was 


too unlike Nikki to be worth much, so he knew when it was time to dismiss himself. 


He had the goodbye ready-"See ya'-until Vince grabbed his forearm to stop him. 
Well, maybe: "See ya. There's HBO on the TV and continental breakfast starting at 8" 


When Vince looked up, it was very obvious he had no plans to watch TV or sleep enough to wake up at such an 


early hour. 


"Let's go to your place." 


Author's Notes: 


Nikki was everywhere and nowhere. There was his gear, his clothes and his books, there was no one there but 
Vince and Robbin. Even if he did come, Robbin was sure to shove cardboard into the bedroom door that 


wouldn't lock for at least some warning if he did crash. 


He didn't like thinking of his best friend that way, but he would bare all the tirades Nikki Sixx could muster to 
gaze upon Vince the way he could now. Once inside, the kissing had immediately continued, this time prompted 
by Vince and much harder. Honestly, Robbin didn't think they'd make it to the bedroom with the way Vince 
rubbed against him and sighed against his skin before he'd even locked the front door. 


Between shedding shirts and starting to shed pants, Robbin pulled back to take the lingering look. 
Vince was forced to pause beside Robbin on the bed's brink, pushing blond back from his visage. 


"What?" 


Vince had no idea how to deal with the admiring, almost lovelorn, gaze Robbin was regarding him with. This was 
stupid. Even half-naked, he was still doing the weird polite thing and it was unnerving, to say the least. As a 
cautionary reaction he ran his hand up Robbin's chest, warm, solid, lightly haired, and leaned into him. 


"Cold feet?" 


Robbin laughed lightly, much easier than the rest of the night, the chuckle's smoothness easing into his equally 
Teasing reply. 


"I think my jeans make it very obvious l'm anything but cold!" 


"Good" Vince purred, hot breath moving from against Robbir's lips to against his neck as he trailed kisses from 
the nape to the shoulder, then back up to the ear. His fingers stroked against denim slower than the 
gossamers, splitting the fly to start easing the zipper down. Robbin wanted to protest the speed-suddenly, 
fingers feeling him beneath his briefs-but he couldn't refuse the attention Vince was finally giving him. 


His pulls began slow, but speed came soon as Robbin's surprised moan was covered by a kiss. Vince moved him 
onto his back, the springs screaking softly and the kiss deepening beyond the previous touches of lips. Both 


men were hungry, for what exactly of no immediate consequence. 


Robbin grunted and pushed Vince's wrist aside momentarily to pull his jeans down, a moment interrupted again 


when Vince pulled away to finish the job himself. Robbin's breathing hitched at the sight of Vince's nude body. 
there was no time to gawk before he was back in bed, back to the kissing as his target held him close by the 
shoulders. The cold of his watch on hot, flushed skin created another sigh. Vince sat up, straddling the larger 


man. 
"Touch me Robbin. Please touch me." 


Bits of blond fell from his shoulders as his wet lips and small cross glinted in the light creeping in from the 
shades. Robbin ran his fingers along Vince's thighs, across the wriggle of his hips, up his chest so that the 
calluses brushed the sensitive skin of his nipples. Vince, aroused but impatient, grabbed on thick wrist and 
moved it to his erection. On cue Robbin wrapped his fingers around the hard, damp flesh and began to 
rhythmically move his hand up and down. Almost like a fret board, although he'd never had a guitar swoon and 
coo like Vince did in the face of pleasure, his own with eyes close to closed and lips parted wide. 


"T-tTalk.." 


Robbin's admiration was deterred by Vince's soft plea, returning in the form of slower, more gentle strokes to 


his shaft. 

"What do you want me to say, Vin?" 

His long shaggy blond hair shook wildly, a moan trapped behind a bitten lip. 
"Don't just..hmph..stare at me.." 


"But you like it, don't you?" His pace quickened gradually, a few more passes per second. Losers like me looking 


at you, wishing for you. That gets you off, right?" 


Vince didn't reply right away. He grabbed Robbin's hand when it was going its fastest and Vince had started to 


move his hips in time with him. His other hand moved into darkness. 


Panting, he leaned close, met Robbin's stare, murmured, 
"Cut the crap. You're tall, handsome, talented," A grin to Robbin's grunt, "And from the feel of it, well-hung. 
Don't bullshit me with this loser crap." 


Robbin had never pictured Vince to be so verbose, especially during foreplay. From what he had gathered, Nikki 
did all the talking and Vince did all the moaning. Well, and swearing. Perhaps that was why Vince wanted him to 
talk. But why the talk back? To stall? 


"Then what?" Robbin mumbled. Watching Vince sidle down his haired chest towards his navel, and just below, 
was beautiful and engaging just in its grace, nevermind Vince's light exhales were finally caressing his tingling 


head. 


"Wait" Vince glanced up at Robbin-well, what he could, being partially blocked by his expanding and contracting 
chest-with his lips poised for service. Robbin's fingers sought warmth besides his own and found it in Vince's 
locks, still a bit sticky from the hairspray he'd used hours before. Vince's own slid up his thighs and spread 
across his hips, clutch shallow but nails deep. 


"Don't worry. We'll fuck right after this." 


Robbin's trepidations disappeared into the next 10, 20, 30, more minutes of Vince's full lips sliding up and down 
his length, unable to venture into the last 2 inches of his shaft , focusing more on the head and what flesh 
they could reach. Robbin, and most likely a few other members of the Strip scene, had always judged Vince's 
lips to be better for blowjobs than singing, with smiling or biting somewhere in the mix. But especially now, 
with Robbin's grunts lengthening into groans and dampness developing beneath his armpits and along his 
forehead. Beads of sweat started on his forehead and dripped along his shoulders, especially as Vince's mouth 
moved its focus down to his testicles. Sucking mercilessly on the skin and hair, Vince moved one set of fingers 
back to Robbin's penis, running tip to base like his mouth and throat together didn't. By now, precum made his 
fingertips and lips sticky enough to stop. 


Robbin sat up as soon as the suction disappeared, involuntarily grabbing Vince's shoulder. 
"Why'd..you stop?" 
Vinve smiled, crawling from under to over Robbin, languishing in the rush of heat against his face. 


| wanted to ask you how you wanted me. Simple missionary? Doggie style? Do you want me to ride your dick 


like a cowboy? Like a wanted man?" 


Robbin gave a breathy chuckle when Vince sang that last bit lowly, smoother than Stephen, and sighed when he 
started kissing his neck again. 


"Anything you want." 


Vince pulled back to meet Robbin's stare. This was all still surreal, but the longer he stared, the longer they 
were tangled on his bed, the more Vince felt the impulse to immerse himself in Robbin's affection, be it 
infatuation or more. Even now, Robbin waited for his reply patiently, running his hand along his cheek slowly, 
tenderly. Tenderly? Tenderness? Why did it feel so strange, so repulsive to get this sweet attention, yet so 
good to be treated like fine china or some fancy shit like that? 


Robbin lay back and watched Vince slide up, slats of orange from the streetlight outside molding into his tan, 
toned chest. 


This moment of hesitation, of just before the act, was one associated with ambivalence, and now fear. 
Ambivalence to another fuck, another night, another notch. Fear that they may never be together like this 
again. Not in the fairy, sentimental way, but just for all the weird that felt sort of un-weird by the time 


Robbin was finally moving inside. Vince was cocky and used to rushing, but he quickly realized rush was not 


going to happen with this dick. Robbin watched him, instinctively grabbing his arms when he saw a wince. 
"Vince, please let me stretch you, at least." 

"Shut up." 

What was meant to be harsh and authoritative came out quiet and stiff. Robbin obeyed, wordlessly watching 
Vince's face go through an array of expressions as he made attempts at movement. Slow easing became 
wriggling of his hips, then an abrupt halt, then the slow easing, and a repeat of these steps until Robbin finally 
chuckled out loud. 

"Christ, Vin, are you sure-" 


"It's. Fine." 


"Look at you," Vince flinched as calluses-somehow still smoother that what he was used to-ran up his arms, 


then down his sides. "You're hurting yourself, for nuthin’. | know...” 


Vince had made some progress by spreading his legs a bit wider, but his face was still wrought with 


frustration 

"| know Nikki doesn't always prep you-" 

"You don't know shit Robbin" Again, the intended snarl came out weak and tired, his lashes shutting tight as he 
leaned to the right, chest expanding and contracting with the effort. "I can take you and that asshole any day, 


any way." 


"Hey." He grabbed his chin, regretting it when Vince shuddered again and involuntarily moved to recoil. "If you 
want me to stop being a gentleman, then | want you to stop being a tough guy, got it?" 


Robbin expected Vince to sock him in the mouth for challenging him so boldly, just as he'd expected Vince to 
stand him up and never bring up the trade again Nikki wouldn't have cared either way. 


But here he was. Sunset Strip Adonis, trying desperately to ride his cock, sans prep. 


Vince stared at him a moment before huffing and moving off his dick onto his back on the bed. Robbin took 
this as an allowance, shifting towards the bottom drawer of his dresser to grab a bottle of KY. 


"Rob." 


"Yea?" The bottle made a funny squelch sound as the jelly poured into his palm, prompting a tiny grin across 
Vince's plump lips. 


"Why me?" The slant of Robbin's gaze narrowed further when it encountered the openness of Vince's dark 


stare. "Stephen wants you, chicks want you. Bad. Why did you go through all this trouble for me?" 


Robbin rightfully understood this was an "Am | pretty?" type of questions women and of course lead singers 
asked; instead of irritation, he answered first with "I've always dug trouble’, then a kiss. 


This time, the lube and some slow, thorough stretching that prompted moans into the lip lock made an easier 
time the next go round of Vince moving onto Robbin. Closer than before, Vince's lips pursed a moment before 
his whole face relaxed again. Robbin could barely suppress his smile, much less the swelling of endearment in 


his chest that made his tongue and words mush, slippery as he shut his own eyes with a sigh. 
"Better?" 


"Mmmm..." Vince leaned forward, supporting himself by his arms as he started. 

Hot breath passed between and amongst them as one watched the other with low eyes. They saw each other 
as they were on stage, in their prime. The perspiration, the breathlessness, the heat. Heat inundated their 
senses like the lights on a stage, but neither was the star beneath the glow. Vince wasn't the eyecandy waving 
around a flaming sword, and, despite the accuracy of his strokes, Robbin wasn't the star-spangled axe slinger. 
They were both very sure what this wasn't, yet what this was rumbled on amorphously, without definitions or 


boundaries to desaturate the moment. 


Vince did moan like he sang, long and urgent with a few pauses for sighs. Hell, they could record the purring 
and slap some of Mick's licks on it and it would be a runaway underground hit, passing from the hands of one 
horny rocker girl to another. When Robbin got a "Yeah", he was especially proud of himself and spent a few 
extra minutes at that pace in that spot, just to watch Vince's shoulders curdle and his lips pull up in a half- 
smiling, half-open mouth. Then his face would relax and his low bedroom eyes would watch Robbin a while, 


taking in everything that was different yet the same. 


They both had the light eyes, but where one's had a persistent cold frost over his thoughts and emotions, the 
other's were warm and open. The blond, of course, gave him the fallen angel brand Vince himself carried, but 
maybe a bit more cowboy with the gold sun hitting his back and tanning his exposed bits than sleaziness. His 
lips, and the words that came from them... 


Vince's thumb ran across the full bottom to the edge, which tilted up a bit before Robbin turned a bit to kiss 
his palm. The hand retreated, permissibly so Vince could lean down to try a different angle, the best yet as 


another moan meandered into a desperate pant as he ground his hips back. 
"Vin..Vin lm close..lemme go for a while..." 
Vince wasted no time between stopping his grinds and grabbing Robbin's shoulders. Somehow his 120 Ibs. 


managed to abruptly yank Robin's 200 lbs on top, never separating their bodies and growling to prompt the 


promised input. 


They fell back into a rhythm, this time deep strumming. Vince's hands moved from tight on Robbin's shoulders 
to nails in his back. A grunt begat kisses, an almost apologetic-almost-motion, to the skin Vince could reach. His 
cheek, the assaulted shoulder, the nape of his thick neck. His teeth caught some tendons as Robbin thrusts 


quickened, a blistering solo twisting the kisses into shrill moans, both blank and of his name. 
Robbin..Robbin..Rob...King... 


Amidst the sounds of the springs, breathing and skin in skin, stench and sight of sweat dripping from one tan 
body to the other, the distinct taste of the bodies salt, Robbin watched Vince's back arch into him, just as his 
own caved into the bend. 


Then, it was over. 

The heat started to dissipate, just after the flash of white, then the fading back into yellow-orange and 
shadow. Robbin pulled out, slow and with hand on Vince's hip, and held himself up a bit longer. His callused 
fingers pushed white blond from Vince's gaze and forehead. When he finally caught Vince's wild, wandering gaze, 


he moved his lips into a smile crookedly mirrored by a smirk. 

"That wasn't so bad, huh?" 

When he did move off, Vince was quick to roll over and fling his legs over the edge. Before Robbin could catch 
another breath, his briefs were on and his jeans were working up his legs. The blue eyes watched his quick, 
concise movements in confusion. A quiet zip felt like the loudest, hardest punch in the chest. 

"Don't ever talk about this. To me or to anyone." 

Robbin couldn't help his spike of anger, sitting up to stare straight into the back of Vince's head. 

"So, what, this never happened? This gonna be a big dark secret?" 

Another hypothetical question. Even if Vince had said the impossible, the room would have still stayed too dark 
to trust a word. Vince turned quickly, wisps of blond hitting his cheekbone as his gaze jumped up and down 
Robbin's form. 

"Was it..something else?" 

The way the blue eyes stuck on Vince's brown gaze made clear that the question lacked insight Robbin had 
been trying to illuminate all right-with his kisses, his touches, his thrusts-or it was maybe just plain stupid. 
Vince narrowly detected the slight and sighed. 


"Robbin" 


He watched him walk over, strangely with the same degree of wonder he watched him with on stage, off 


stage, in bed, out of bed If his stride could be called fast and sure, there were flickers of slow and unsure on 


his countenance in the shadows. All the breath Robbin had caught escaped in one moment as Vince stopped at 
the edge of the bed. When his low eyes, rounded nose and full lips met the slats of light, it was all blank in 


wait. Robbin swore and shook his head, reaching for the cigarettes in his jeans. 
"No. It was nothing, just like you said." 


His gaze shifted to check his face, but not before Vince leaned down and smashed his lips to Robbins. For all 
the work they had put into sex, none of the desire or even the itch to fuck has dissipated. In fact, as their lips 
moved slower, gentler, deeper, everything that had been hidden and restrained before the night built up all 
over again. They parted and Robbin felt vertigo just as strong as the first sight, the night the deal was struck 
and all of tonight. 


Vince pursed his lips, gaze on Robbin's naked lap. 


‘lm no bitch, Rob. He doesn't own me like a ho, you know?" 

"I know." His fingers passed through the younger man's layers absently. 

"We could fuck again, y'know, if | really wanted to. But | don't. I'm not gay, okay?" 

"Okay." Robbin traced his nose against Vince's neck as its muscles constricted, emitting a wet heat to the 
touch of the nasal tip until a hand pressed him back 

| mean, really, it should've been you." 

"What?" 

"You know. My first time with a dude. It should've been you. You've got a massive dick. Good to start big, just 
like with everything else." 


Robbin watched Vince smile, still the tease with chunks of blond falling gracefully over his face. This was as 


close as they were going to get. Sweat to sweat. Skin on skin 
"Yeah, | guess." 


With the concession he wanted, Vince tapped his cheek and threw on his mesh shirt, jacket and shoes, adjusting 


his hair in the mirrored closet door. 


Watching him, Robbin thought about meeting Vince and being dumbstruck. Not for the shine in his white-blond 
hair from Rainbow's lighting or the way his hips and lips tilted ever so slightly when he stood to introduce 
himself, but for the easy charisma and, even deeper, the vulnerability. Not the sort Nikki probably saw 
through whatever sadistic activities he dreamt up, but the kind he saw when he confronted Vince on the 


street, with the yellow-orange glow behind him, looking so small.. 


Everything poised for envy, Vince stepped over the mess and out the door, footsteps soft on the carpet until 
Robbin heard the front door unlock and shut. 


Robbin glanced down at the unlit cigarette clutched in his hand, the paper slightly bent. Still, he put it between 


his lips and lit it, the luminescence of the quick flame flickering on his watch. He took a slow even drag, smiling 


a bit as smoke billowed from his nostrils. 


12:09 AM, on the mark. 


